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Summary: Dean needs surgery, Dad's gone AWOL, and the hospital won't commit without proof that Sam has a job, so the 16-year-old does the only thing he can - signs on as help for the Alaskan fishing vessel, Brown-Eyed Girl. It's greenhorn against the Bering Sea in an endurance race to save one brother's life.





	1. Chapter 1

_Sam willed his voice not to shake as he set the marine radio to channel 16. He took a deep breath and keyed the mic the way JayJay had shown him. "Mayday, mayday, mayday. This is Brown-Eyed Girl. Location 58.5 North, 172.1 West. Mayday, mayday, mayday. Over."_

_Silence._

_He tried again, "Mayday, mayday, mayday. This is Brown-eyed Girl. Location 58.5 North, 172.1 West. In need of immediate assistance. We have six people on board. Two are injured, including the captain. We are taking on water. We are a 92-foot trap setter, White hull, red house. Need immediate assistance. Mayday. This is Brown-eyed Girl. Over."_

_Sam listened. If the Coast Guard heard him, his radio wasn't picking up the response. _

_Sam steadied himself in the doorway as the boat listed hard to starboard. In the darkness, he felt the unforgiving sea reach up and nearly brush his shoulders before the ship righted itself. On deck, he heard Lars, Whitey and Rog fighting with the lifeboat, but 60 mph winds and 29-foot waves made the task nearly impossible. _

"_Mayday, mayday, mayday. This is the crabbing vessel Brown-Eyed Girl. Location 58.5 North, 172.1 West. We are sinking. Repeat. We are sinking. We are a 92-foot trap setter with a white hull and red house. We have two injured crew and are sinking. Request immediate assistance from any vessels in the area. Six people on board. Over."_

"_Sammy!" Mike tossed a survival suit at him, plucking the portable VHF from the charger. "We'll have to try the portable. Get this on, and get out here! There's no more time!"_


	2. Hired On

F/V _Brown-Eyed Girl_ bobbed patiently in port, waiting for the Alaskan king crabbing season to begin. She measured 92 feet from bow to stern - small for a crabbing vessel - but she was scrappy. She could safely hold 100 pots at 700 lbs apiece, and she'd brought her skipper and his small five-man crew safely home from the unforgiving Bering Sea more times than any of them could count. Built in 1968 at the Marco Shipyard in Seattle, _Brown-Eyed Girl_ was the perfect embodiment of her captain - JayJay Yazzie. JayJay was the youngest of all the crab boat captains that sailed out of Dutch Harbor - the youngest skipper piloting the smallest boat - but the combination was legend up and down the coast. JayJay and his Girl routinely brought in big, profitable loads of king crab year after year. Rumor attributed it to his gentle nature and to the fair treatment of his crew. JayJay's crew had been in it together since their first voyage seven years back. There was no turnover rate aboard the _Brown-Eyed Girl_, largely because there was no need to hire on new greenhorns every season. If you were fortunate enough to land a job crabbing with JayJay Yazzie, you hung onto it.

That had all changed at the end of last season, however, when deckhand Lash Billings had retired, leaving a hole in the closely knit crew that left JayJay apprehensive. He was reluctant to hire on a greenhorn, preferring instead to try and recruit someone with experience from another crew.

But when the spindly kid with the rebellious hair had politely asked permission to come aboard, gripping the crew-wanted sign that JayJay had tacked up himself inside the port's small coffeehouse, the young skipper was intrigued. The brutal winds that blew in off the water and buffeted the boy seemed to have no impact. He stood there stoic and simply took what the sea dished out, wet tendrils of long hair flogging his dripping face. The kid didn't have a lick of experience pulling in pots, but he had an air of determination about him that JayJay instantly liked. He hired the boy on the spot, sure that he was lying about his age, ID be damned. Certainly it was fake. But JayJay was determined to see what the kid could do. He was humble. He was scrappy - just like Jayjay had been at that age - and he was in prime physical condition.

He was also flat broke, which meant JayJay would be footing the cost for his fishing license and equipment, but somehow, the skipper didn't mind. He hired the boy on as a greenhorn with a minimum salary of $6,000 for a month's work to chop bait, load traps and de-ice the railings. If JayJay's Girl came through like she always did, the rookie would take home a bigger chunk of the profits, but the young captain kept that bit of information to himself.

The captain and the greenhorn signed a contract and shook hands on the deal, and the boy promised to report back late the next night. It was the beginning of October - the start of king crabbing season off the coast of Alaska - and _Brown-Eyed Girl_ would leave port promptly at 9:00 am two days hence.

Sam Winchester, nee Hetfield, would be on board. He had to be. His brother's life depended on it.


	3. It's Sedna

"I think it's Sedna." Sam explained, eyes riveted to his laptop. "It all makes sense, Dean. Seven fishermen attacked at sea, seemingly out of nowhere - their thumbs and fingers severed and lost. Has to be Sedna."

Dean rolled his eyes, the breakfast burger in his hand taking precedence over his brother's words. He took a huge bite and groaned with pleasure. "Mmmf haf to be morf speficic." he mumbled, lips going to his straw.

Sam looked up, frowning. "You're lucky I speak glutton. And I am being specific, jerk. Sedna is the Goddess of the Sea in Inuit mythology. There are all sorts of legends about her, but they all have one thing in common - she always loses the fingers on her hands. Some say her father cut them off. Some say they froze off. But seeing as how all the fisherman who were attacked were fathers of teenage girls, I'm going with the insane dad theory."

"Nice. Why are we talking about this again?" Dean traded his soda for the big gulp coffee that sat next to it.

"Because it's a case, Dean! Didn't you just tell me yesterday you were getting bored waiting for Dad? Well guess what? Now he needs us."

Dean shook his head, wincing slightly, "He said if we wanted to come up, Sam. IF. He didn't specifically say he needed us. You know I'd be there in a heartbeat if he honestly needed our help, but it sounded to me like he was thinking of it as some kind of vacation." The older boy snorted. "And why am I surprised? Alaska in the fall sounds just like the type of vacation Dad would plan." He rubbed his temples.

"Dean, it's like 60 to 80 degrees in Alaska this time of year! It's the perfect time to go."

"Yeah? And how we gonna get there? You think about that?"

Sam chuckled, "Well, unless you plan to drive through Canada, Dean. I guess we're flying. Come on! Dad said he needs us, and his friend Jonesy is footing the bill for our tickets. We'll just have Bobby drive us to the airport and leave the Impala with him."

Dean's eyes widened. "Yeah. Good talk." He stood up and balled up his burger wrapper. He aimed at Bobby's trash can and missed, wincing. "I think that last argument with Dad sent you over the top, little brother. Leave the Impala? Are you cra-zy?" He asked, emphasizing each syllable. He ruffled the kid's hair just to annoy him as he headed toward the front porch, coffee in hand.

Sam sighed. "You're a dick, Dean. You know that right?" He fumbled with his bangs, putting them back where they belonged.

Dean grinned where Sam couldn't see him. "And I don't even have to try, Sammy."

Bobby looked up as Dean stepped outside. He wiped his hands on an oil rag and stood glaring down at the stubborn old truck that refused to start.

"You idjits fightin' again?" he asked absently, tugging on a fan belt.

"Alaska, Bobby. Can you see me in Alaska? You know how many clothes the women wear in cold weather climates?" He shuddered, sitting down on the rickety steps. He studied his old uncle as the man plunged his arms elbow-deep into the bowels of the engine well. "You need help there?"

But Bobby sighed in defeat, "Think this old truck is beyond help, boy - yours or mine. Damn. I loved this old rattle-trap too." He slapped the hood down and stood leaning against the grill. He reached for his beer that was warming on the porch railing.

"Sam figure it all out?"

"Of course."

Bobby grinned, "Smart kid."

"Geek boy, you mean?"

"I heard that," Sam called from the doorway, phone in hand. He went back to his conversation. "That's what I have, Dad. Did you wanna talk to Dean?" He nodded and handed the phone to the older boy.

"Hey Dad."

Dean frowned. "Yeah."

Sam settled down beside his brother on the steps, shoulder-to-shoulder, looking concerned.

"Yeah, I know. Yeah. We will." Dean glanced up at Bobby. "Sure, he's right here." He handed the phone to the older hunter.

"John? What's up?"

Bobby nodded. "You know I will. Yep. Is it safe, you think?"

The boys nodded as the older man's face reflected his emotions. "Well, Sam's sixteen, you know, John. He's a kid. And this sounds pretty dangerous."

Bobby's expression went dark. "Whatever I have to. You should know that. These boys come first." He turned away and stalked across the yard, but his words carried back to the boys. "I don't give a rat's ass, you idgit. You get these boys killed, I'll off you myself. Yeah? Well, I'll leave that up to Dean. It's his choice. And if Sam wants to stay behind, that's fine by me." He turned and studied the boys sitting on his steps. "Yeah, yeah, yeah. Let's see you back it up, Winchester." He growled, handing the phone back to Dean.

Dean took it, eyes wide. "Yeah, Dad? Yeah. Okay. When?" He glanced at Sam. "Uh hunh. Okay. Yeah, we'll see you soon. Hey Dad? Be careful, okay? Wait for us?" He disconnected the call and turned to his brother, sighing.

"So, let's go goddess hunting in Alaska."


End file.
